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SYNOPSIS
I was 12 years old when I lost my family to a violent murder-suicide.

Life after this terrible ordeal was harsh and worst of all, I had to face

the world without my beautiful family. The life of an orphan is a world
of its own. I grew up in communities where there is a stigma that

surrounds suicide and mental health. Something I wish we could be

rid of. I was told not to speak of my Dad’s murder-suicide, told to lie.

I had to bear the brunt of my Dad’s actions. I moved from home to
home within my maternal family. My life was hard, not as easy as my

bubbly personality reflects. As the years passed, I gained strength to
live another day. Where I had dreamed of ending it all, contemplating

suicide became a thing of the past for me as I looked forward to
celebrating the life that I was left to lead. Marriage started a brand
new chapter in my life, it was time for ME. Years later I felt a calling

that it was time to share my story with the world. The new me took to
social media, sharing my story on video with the hope of saving lives.

Soon after that, I began my Suicide Awareness support group. This
group started to give hope, inspiration and motivation to the millions

of Warriors out there. This book is an in-depth account of my life.
Sharing my story was just the tip of the iceberg. I assure you there

was deep pain. I wonder how I coped through it all. I wrote this book
not for pity or fame, but to create awareness about suicide and
mental health. Think twice before attempting suicide or anything that

will inflict pain on you and the ones you love. I want the world to see
it from my view, the view of an orphan.
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TRAGEDY STRIKES
Please note that this chapter contains details of the murdersuicide that took my family. It may be traumatic to read.

On 11 December 1999, we had all woken up early to pack. My
cousins and I were really excited. I was going camping! How
awesome was this holiday? The day seemed so perfect: sunny,

cloudless day, birds chirping and passing stories as you walk past
them, trees swaying as the cool breeze brushed through their leaves,

and a sight that I could not miss, was a mother bird feeding her
babies.

Our bags were lined up and ready to go. My cousins and I were all

dressed up and ready to hit the road. The car was packed, house
cleaned, and we were just waiting for some friends to arrive.

It was now 10:00. As we were rounding up the stuff, we got a phone

call from my dad. I did not get a chance to speak to him, but after
the phone call, I noticed my eldest aunt feeling a bit uneasy. It did

occur to me that something was wrong but I could not gather what.

My eldest aunt announced that we were not going camping after all.

Another phone call from dad. This time, I heard some words being
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exchanged from my eldest aunt’s side of the conversation which
seemed very tense. It baffled me, because she wouldn’t tell me what

was going on and she wouldn’t allow me to speak to my dad. I mean,
if there was something going on, surely if I was given the chance, I

would be able to change his mind. But no, I was told to stay away. All
I heard from where I was standing was the following: “Des! Go for a

drive, cool down”, “don’t do that, they’re innocent.”

The conversation went on. Apparently, the last words to my eldest

aunt from my dad was that she should say her last words to my mum,

because they would never see each other again. My eldest aunt had

mentioned she could hear my brother and sister screaming for help
in background, saying “Mosi save us” (Mosi means mother’s sister).
At 14:50, we heard from my dad for the last time. My eldest aunt in a
panic finally told me what was going on.

“Your father is holding your mother and the children hostage in the

house. He tied them up with the curtain to the bed so they can’t
move. All the doors are locked and he is going to kill them.”
I was stunned on hearing all of this.
“My dad can’t do that!” I said.
This cannot be my dad. My dad was my hero, the first God of my life.

He couldn’t just decide to do this. I mean was he not thinking of me
at this moment? This was just a joke. They were probably on their

way to Johannesburg to fetch me. I kept telling myself that this was
a joke. That was not my dad. That was not the dad I knew.

Time passed. We tried to contact the police in Durban, to break down
the doors so at least they could save one or all of them. They refused
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